thirteen-year-olds, also discussed my books. Some of them scoffingly averred that there were " no such peoples like Jo and Beth." Some looked stupid. Some, with me, were eager for that unknown beauty which we knew only through the silent words on printed pages.
We little girls loved to gather after school and to recite the sicknesses in our families and to boast about them. Ernma Sacklowitz, whose mother " was swelled with water," whose father' had a crooked leg and a blind eye, and who possessed four sisters and three brothers every one of whom had, or had had, scarlet fever or measles or sore eyes, was the sharp-eyed little queen of these gather ings. In my own family we were disgust ingly clean and well and our babies died before I could in honour call them sick " rela-[72]
